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For since nor virtue, will, nor beauty, could

Preserve from Death's hand this their heavenly mould,

Where they were framed all, and where they dwelt,         35

I then knew you must die too, and did melt

Into these tears; but, thinking on that day,

And when the gods resolv'd to take away

A saint from us, I that did know what dearth

There was of such good souls upon the earth,                  40

Began to fear lest Death, their officer,

Might have mistook, and taken thee for her:

So hadst thou robb'd us of that happiness

Which she in heaven, and I in thee possess.

But what can heaven to her glory add ?                          45

The praises she hath dead, living she had;

To say she ?s now an angel is no more

Praise than she had, for she was one before.

Which of the saints can show more votaries

Than she had here? Even those that did despise            50

The angels, and may her now she is one,

Did, whilst she liv'd, with pure devotion

Adore and worship her: her virtues had

All honour here, for this world was too bad

To hate or envy her; these cannot rise                            55

So high as to repine at deities:

But now she 5s 'mongst her fellow-saints, they may

Be good enough to envy her: this way

There 's loss i' th' change 'twixt heaven and earth, if she

Should leave her servants here below, to be                     60

Hated of her competitors above.

But sure her matchless goodness needs must move

Those blest souls to admire her excellence ;

By this means only can her journey hence

To heaven prove gain, if, as she was but here                  65

Worshipp'd by men, she be by angels there.

But I must weep no more over this urn,

My tears to their own channel must return;

And having ended these sad obsequies,

My Muse must back to her old exercise,                          70

To tell the story of my martyrdom.

But oh, thou idol of my soul, become

Once pitiful, that she may change her style,

Dry up her blubber'd eyes, and learn to smile.

Rest then, blest soul, for as ghosts fly away                    75